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LITERARY. DEPARTMENT
THE VOICE OF A FRIEND.
had never known Nixon until the post-cart dropped
WE him
and his kit of tools, one breathless afternoon,
on the Tongaat mission station. But so soon are acquaintances formed under sunny South African skies that at the
close of the day we felt that we understood him as well as
though we had known him a month or a year.
He was a mechanical engineer, and had come to repair
the boilers of an old sugar mill on the station, owned by
kafirs. A dapper little Englishman he was, too, with brown
eyes and wavy black hair. George called him "sissified,"
because he washed his hands and brushed his clothes at least
three times between four o'clock and six, when we had tea;
and it was a mystery how such a fastidious man could be a
boiler expert. My husband's opinion of him changed, however, when he came home the next evening, black and
sweaty, and unashamed after a day's labor in the dirty works
of the mill across the river.
After tea he sat with us on the stone steps in front of
the house, whence in the evening glow could be seen, below
the orange trees in the yard and below the hill, the great
transport wagons with their long trains of oxen, slowly crossing the river. Our house was directly opposite the ford,
and there was nearly always somebody crossing. Straightaway on the other side, about a quarter of a mile from the
river, lay the shabby low buildings of the kafir sugar mill.
Nixon was again clean and comfortable. "Must have
looked like a nigger," he said apologetically to me, "when I
came this afternoon. But I'll look like the devil himself
when I get through there to-morrow." His right hand swept
out through the thickening dusk in the direction of the mill.
"Them bilers are in bad shape. I've got to crawl inside both
of 'em an' scrape the rust offen the inside. They're bally
well done for along of those kafir firemen, and them niggers
aren't much help to me in fixing up things, either."
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"You ought to have an assistant white man," I said
sympathetically. "If George wasn't so busy with his mission
work, I'd send him over."
"Yes, I'd be glad to, but—" immediately responded my
amiable husband, and was at the same time interrupted by
Nixon, who apparently had heard only the first part of my
speech.
"I had a partner, once," he said, looking straight out
over the river; and the way he spoke made me feel that thus
unexpectedly had I touched a hidden wound. George and I
caught the flash of each others eyes in the gloom, and
remained silent.
"His name was Harry Bent," Nixon went on after a
slight pause. "I don't suppose you know him; but he was as
fine a man as ever was. Good, too, but not the sanctimonious
kind." A laugh broke out in the midst of his reminiscence.
"I don't mean to imply you are that kind, either," he said
turning to George. "But Harry seemed different from
anybody else in the world. He was my friend. We went to
the same technical school together in England, and came out
to Africa together. We were like brothers, and our sweethearts were actually sisters. Only last month dysentery took
him."
"Beg pardon for talking this way, but you see how it is.
He was my best friend," he repeated, and stopped suddenly,
almost as though something choked him.
"I understand," George said with feeling. "But you
must remember that your friend is not lost—only gone
before."
"I don't know about that," he retorted bluntly.
It was plain, in spite of the darkness, that George was
shocked.
"That is the immortal hope of the Christian," he managed
to affirm.
"Only a hope! There's so little sure, don't you know?
Now, if I only had some word from Harry, I could believe.
'Twould be evidence enough for me. Before he went he
promised he'd find me if he could, and he knew anythin' anymore."
"Why, that's rank materialism!" George exclaimed.
"Can't you—"
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"I don't know what you call it," Nixon interrupted.
"But all the same, if only I could hear from my friend, I'd
be a better man. I've been sort of driftin' of late. That's
why I'm workin' for these niggers, now. Why can't my
friend speak to me, if he still is?" Nixon spoke plaintively
into the darkness before him, as though to some person
beyond. George answered soothingly, hopefully; but it was
evident from the engineer's manner that he was too absorbed
in his own bitter reflections to gain much comfort.
When Nixon returned late the following evening there
was something frightful in his rust-stained appearance. He
did not come at all until after dark, and then staggered
uncertainly into the house. I was horrified at first, for I
thought that he had found liquor. But it was soon evident
that his condition was not the result of drink, but of great
physical exhaustion. Beneath the dirt his face showed
haggard and drawn as an old man's, and there were glints of
light in his grimy hair; and yet in his eyes there was a look
of such gladness as I had never before seen.
"I've heard a voice!" he gasped in answer to our startled
exclamation. "A voice!" He smiled, and reaching out
vaguely with his arms, swayed forward and would have
fallen, had not George caught him.
He helped him to his room, while I ran for hot water
and stimulants. After an age George came out and said that
the man was clean and comfortable. "He's had some frightful experience," George explained, "for there's a purple
lump on his left temple as big as a hen's egg, and his left
thumb is mashed flat. And would you believe it, his hair has
turned gray. But in spite of it all he seems to be happy. He
say he'll be all right in the morning."
Of course I was impatient to know his story; but it was
not before the next evening that he was recovered sufficiently
to leave his room and explain. He talked, sitting on a
cushion on the stone steps, with the slow sea breeze sifting
breaths of perfume out of the orange trees, and sending up
from the river subdued echoes of running water, of rumbling
wagons, and of deep-throated roars from kafir transport
riders. His words, his swift spasmodic gestures, and the
mellow intonations of his voice, all added to the exquisite
7

horror of the narrated experience; but since these are
impossible of transmission to paper, the story is set down
without even the varnishing of his phraseology.
"As I told you the night before the accident, I had
planned to have the rust chipped off the insides of the boilers
the next day. So that morning I and the three kafir boys,
who run the boilers at the mill, went to work. I had them
reaming the flues of one boiler, while I chipped rust in the
other. Say, but it was hot in there! The little candle I had
with me just simply would not stand up, so that I had to
stick it in an old tin, where it soon had melted itself into so
much oil, with a smoky flame sputtering on top. I was
bathed in such a steady stream of perspiration that I could
scarcely see, and my clothes were dripping with the red mud
of the iron rust, looking as though soaked in blood. I stripped
to my waist, took off my shoes and stockings, and drank
constantly from a pail of luke warm, brackish water, I had
beside me; but still I could not find relief from the suffocating
heat of those steel boilers, with a hot sun baking the galvanized iron roof, only a few feet above.
"I tell you I was glad when I began to see an end to my
job. About the middle of the afternoon I thought I had one
boiler pretty well cleaned out. As I crawled into the other
to finish that up, it occurred to me that it might be well to
fire under the first boiler, in order to see whether it needed
any more attention. So I turned around, and sticking my
head out of the man-hole in the front end of the boiler, I
yelled to the boys:
"Build fire! Sabe? Build fire, manje! That boiler." You
know I can't talk much Zulu, and of course those boys don't
know any more English than I do of their jargon. But so
far I had gotten along fairly well with them, and as they
nodded their heads and said, "yeabo, baas!" I supposed they
understood.
"So with my chisel and hammer in one hand, and the
smoky oil light in the other, I crawled into the back part of
the boiler, where there was still some rust, and began
hammering away at the wall. Immediately I began to feel
even hotter than usual. I seemed to be suffocating with the
humid air. But knowing that I was almost through with my
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task, I stuck to it, determined not to give up until I had
finished. Ten minutes must have dragged away thus, when
suddenly I noticed that my dim light was even dimmer. It
was burning with a pale blue flame, and the first thing I
knew it went out in my hand.
"Cursing my luck, I turned toward the man-hole, and
received such a shock that my tin of candle grease fell
clattering upon the iron pipes beneath me. The familiar
round patch of white light where the man-hole ought to be
had disappeared.
"Vexed at the carlessness of those kafir boys, who had
allowed the door to swing shut, I crawled back to it, thinking
on the way all the kafir and Boer cuss-words I could, in order
to convey properly my feelings. But when I attempted to
swing the door outward, it resisted all my attempts, and I
knew that it had been clamped and locked.
"At the same moment I heard the gurgling rush of water,
and I understood. The kafir boys were firing up the boiler
in which I lay, trapped.
"Frantically I shouted and pounded with my hammer
on the door. But though the sound was deafening in my
own ears, I knew that very little could filter through the
thick brick walls of the boiler, and that little was now
absorbed in the roaring of the freshly kindled fire, which I
could feel pouring up the flues beneath my body. I was
lying, now, in two inches of water, that was growing warmer
every second.
"Not knowing what else to do, I kept on my mad pounding
at the door, in darkness as black as eternal night. In a
frenzy of despair, I turned and crawled rapidly to the other
end of the boiler. I could scarcely breathe the vaporous air;
but the water was growing steadily warmer, while the pipes
under me were nearly scorching. I wondered vaguely
whether I would die by roasting or boiling, or suffocation.
And then the utter hopelessness of my position drove me
nearly out of my mind. Screaming wildly, I beat the sidewalls, the ends, the ceiling of my tomb; but nowhere could I
find a suggestion of hope, a possibility of succor.
"The idea then seized me that if I must die, it were better
to have the agony over with at once. I arose to a crouching
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posture. And then I thought of my old friend. I wondered
what he would do under the circumstances. His face seemed
to be before me, calm, resolute, tireless. Still unshaken in
my cowardly purpose, I struck myself on the forehead with
the hammer. But it was only a glancing blow, which half
stunned me, and shattered the pale image of Harry's face.
"My God! What shall I do?" I burst forth, gasping for
breath in the stewing air. Occasional bubbles were rising
from the bottom of the boiler. I was fairly swimming in a
sea of perspiration, that was fast draining what little vitality
I had left.
"In utter despair, I threw myself on my face in the
warming water. And then the voice came to me. Just as
plainly as I can hear your voice, I heard Harry speak beside
me.
"Charley, cut the pipes! Cut the pipes!"
"Of course! I still had my cold chisel in the right hip
pocket, where I had instinctively thrust it when my light
went out. And yet I swear that the idea of using it never
before crossed my mind until the instant Harry spoke.
"In a new frenzy, though now of hope instead of despair,
I placed my chisel upright on one of the flues beneath me,
and struck fiercely. In the total darkness I missed. There
was a great splash of warm water, and a slight feeling of
pain in my thumb. Again and again I struck, hitting my
thumb as often as I did the chisel. But at last it went
through the pipe, and I heard the water boiling and hissing
as it plunged into the fire-box.
"A moment after the boiler was filled with noxious gases,
but blindly I dragged myself to the man-hole, hoping that
the kafirs would observe the leak in time to open the door and
let me out. They were a long, long time noticing it. I was
nearly giving up again, and sinking into a stupor, when the
door in front of me yielded, and a black, shiny round face
peered aifrightedly into mine.
"You black hyena! Take me out of this!" I cried, and
then I lost consciousness.
"When I came to myself I was. lying on the ground with
those three kafir loons staring helplessly at me. I shook
my fist at them,
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"Get to work! Build fire! Other boiler! Understand?
That boiler there! Build fire, manje!"
"I stayed long enough to see that it worked all right. By
that time it was night, and I was feeling as though I had just
gotten up from a bed of long sickness. I don't know how I
ever crossed that ford without drowning myself, but you
must know that a strange new joy stimulated me. The voice
of a friend! Harry spoke to me. Muffled and hollow the
sound was in that steaming dungeon, but his own voice; and
I can't help but feel now that somehow, somewhere, sometime, I shall find him again."

FIRE AND FAITH.
(SAMUEL NAGATA)

burned up some of the best men and women that
EIREthehasworld
ever knew. England burned Hugh Latimer,
Bishop Ridley, and a score of the purest preachers that ever
proclaimed the gospel. Scotland burned Patrick Hamilton
and George Wishard; and the Roman Catholic Church never
had a better man than John Huss, whom she burned. Italy
never knew a greater preacher, a more eloquent orator, or
more devoted patriot than Savanarola, yet he was burned.
France burned the Huguenots, and the most remarkable of
all women, Joan of Arc. Spain was a fiery furnace for a
hundred years, and old Rome lit up her parks with burning
Christians. Conformity or fire was the choice, and those
who refused to conform went into the flames.
However, the fires of persecution burned only the bodies
of the martyrs. The cause never perished in the flames; no
principles were ever consumed. All the flames that were
kindled against the heroes of faith only served to make the
righteous cause more eternal, the truth more imperishable.
Out of the furnace has always come an immortal essence, on
which there was no smell of fire. Men perished, but
principles lived. Martyrs went to their graves, but causes
went on.
It is not safe to teach that God will always come to the
rescue of those who stand by their principles. It is not true,
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in fact, it is not correct in principle. Men are often permitted to suffer severely, refusing to conform to the world,
and maintaining their integrity. We make no heroes by
assuring men that their principles will cost them nothing. A
man is a hero only when he stands for the truth without
regard to the cost. When he believes that righteousness is
more than reward, and his soul more than his body, he has
in him the spirit of the real hero.
The world asks us to conform; its images are everywhere.
God asks us from his throne in heaven to be true. Literature
has its golden image, and it cries "Bow down!" The schools
are burning incense to famous names, and they cry "Bow
down!" Alas, fashion issues its edict, and calls upon us to
fall down. The mighty throngs, hunting for pleasure, thrum
all the instruments for music, and cry "Bow down!" Everywhere conformity is on one side of the way, and fire on the
other. Live as those around you live, and nothing but
breath will be blown upon you. Live as you ought to live,
as God would have you live, and every hour of your life you
will feel the heat of the furnace. But it is a purifying fire.
The coin of the realm has been brought through the fire.
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EDITORIAL.
OYALTY is the keynote of success. Loyalty is a broad
term, and includes many other essentials that make
success. Devotion and real work are attributes of loyalty.
No one was ever loyal to an ideal, but that he devoted time
and energy to its attainment. No one was ever loyal to his
business, but that he worked earnestly and conscientiously
toward making it a success. No student body was ever loyal
to its school paper, but that it worked diligently and devotedly
toward its betterment. 4J..Are we fully loyal to our school
paper? As a criterion of Whittier College, does it convey to
other schools a true representation of Whittier College life
and spirit? Are its pages breezy and interesting, or are they
dull and uninviting? In other words does the Acropolis carry
with it a true impression of our College and its activities?
These are questions that concern every true student of the
College.
To be sure, our paper is small, but that is only the more
reason it should be of the highest order. Quality is true

J
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worth—not quantity. To be sure, we are small in numbers,
but that is all the more reason for interest. Neither are we ali
gifted writers. But that is more of a blessing than a
calamity. Understand from the start, that our school paper
is run for the mutual benefit of all, and that it looks to
everyone for loyal support. Submit material; if the editors
deem it unworthy for publication, try again. And keep in
mind the fact that our facilities for preparing material for
publication are limited, and do not submit articles that
resemble a Chinese puzzle more than an English composition.
In starting the new semester let us start in right in every
way. Not only should we make an effort to do better in our
studies, but let us not forget that small but important
matter which pertains to our conduct in the halls and around
the building. Boistrous conduct is not permissable anywhere,
undue laughter is not becoming within the halls and near the
building when students are endeavouring to study. Let us
not have to revive the proctor system. The board of control,
however, are going to enforce rigorously this semester, the
ruling which was mentioned the first of the school year.
This provides that a student who persists in making a disturbance, shall, after a second warning, have marked against
him a cut in the subject in which he has most cuts. Surely,
everybody has the welfare of the College sufficiently at heart,
and holds it in too high respect to make such a severe
measure necessary.
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SOCIETY NOTES.
"THE WANDERING JEWS,"
iINE, fine, superfine, sub-fine, magna-fine, parva-fine,
multifines! Yes, all kinds of fines. Fines for talking
too much, and fines for talking too little; fines for making
too much noise, and fines for being still; fines for eating too
long, and fines for not eating long enough. Such have been
the tithes at table three the table of the "Wandering Jews."
One of the first was the use of the pronoun "I," the rate
being one cent per. Seraiah, the scribe, can tell you which
one talks most habitually with his (I's) eyes. Then comes
the silent meal, during which Tubalcain objects to being
fined for blowing his nose. Then came the time when each
remark must rhyme or the speaker pay a fine. An example
of the brilliant fights of poetry would be something like this:
"My genius burns in a lowly manner,
I can but very slowly fan 'er."
Later everyone had to number his remarks, and those
who had forgotten how to count were fined for their mistakes
in that advanced branch of mathematics.
But, of course, so many tithes could never have been
gathered in by the "Wandering Jews" had they not been for
a definite purpose. Saturday, the thirteenth, to the tune of
alarm clocks (to the discomforture of the other sleepy-dorm'
dwellers) the "Wanderings Jews" appeared from their
several abodes. Carrying with them such things as baskets,
paper-bags, and a coffee pot, they went quickly, guided by
the north star, in the direction of the reservoir on North
Painter Avenue. Here a sumptuous breakfast was prepared,
and by a general vote of the "Wandering Jew," Seraiah, the
scribe, was instructed to place on his tablets that the affair
was a decided success.
BLUE-JAY ALUMNI NOTICE.
On the evening of January 12th, the fratority held their
regular session in their Puente Hills' Chapter House. After
a most enjoyable climb along the interwoven sheep paths,
the fires of the meeting were kindled by a speech from Prof.
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G. E. Ostrom. The business session was followed by a most
pleasant luncheon, after which a motion for adjournment
was carried, and the homeward progress was made with but
a few incidental mishaps. All regular members were in
attendance.
The Preparatory Class '13 enjoyed a combination blowout on the evening of January 19th, at the home of Davina
Todd. One of the most pleasant and laughable parts of the
evening was a visit to a photograph gallery, where the classmates caught glimpses of each other before their teeth had
sprouted or their hair was long enough to braid. The baby
pictures of the members of the class had been collected, and
when the names of the pictures were guessed, boys were
girls and girls were boys. After refreshments of hot tamales
and coffee, the class, with their chaperons, Prof. and Mrs.
Wilson, repaired to the reservoir, where the remainder of the
evening was spent toasting marsh-mallows around a bonfire.
At a late hour the class departed for their homes, declaring
the evening had been one of the most pleasant they had ever
spent together.
JUNIOR CANDY PULL.
The Junior Class celebrated a "vacant Friday evening"
with a jolly candy pull, at the home of Bertha and Herbert
Hoskins. During the evening the time was spent in games,
which caused merriment to flow freely. "Gossip"—who
shall tell of the many traits of character that were discovered
during the time this game occupied the crowd. We found
out something that we never suspected. Bailey Howard had
a "yellow streak," and "Henry was aspiring to be a caruso."
"Jesse Stanfield was thinking seriously of becoming a
plumber," and "Mildred Albertson thought she needed a
grave' (s)" Now the fun of the evening—my, but didn't the
candy pull swell"—white and silky—well I guess—. After
we had eaten as much as we could, and scattered all we were
able on the carpets, we gathered around the fire-place and
toasted marshmallows. Ask Henry, and he'll tell you if they
weren't done to a crisp. With "good-night ladies," we
bid our host and hostess good-night, and arrived home by
9:15 (?).
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FOOTBALL PLAYERS ENJOY FINE FEED.

Dr. and Mrs. L. M. Greene entertained the members of
the 1911 football squad Jan. 19, at their residence, corner of
Philadelphia and Painter Avenue, with a delightful banquet.
The team met before the game of the evening, and
listened to a short talk from Coach White and others, and
then repaired to the field of conquest, the diningroom. Here a delightful four course banquet was served.
The idea of a football game was carried out through the
entire evening. On the place cards were eleven footballs,
typifying the team lined up in regular formation. Each
player's place was designated by a "W," over the position
that he played last fall.
Dr. Cook presided at the head of the table and acted as
"referee." He officiated in a very effective manner, and
scarcely a moment's "time out" was taken from the opening
to the final whistle.
Play started in snappy style. The first quarter, consisting of cherried grape-fruit, was over almost before the
"players" realized the game had begun. After the customary
three minutes rest, time was called for the second quarter,
which consisted of chicken patties, baked sweet potatoes,
new peas, and hot biscuits. There was lots of "pep"
displayed in this quarter, which proved to be one of the most
thrilling parts of the game. Most of the scoring occurred in
this period.
The men came back fresh and strong for the second
half. A delicious creation called fruit salad, was the goal
to be gained in the third quarter, and manfully did the boys
strive to uphold their honor. "Sheddy" Newlin made a
touchdown, and "Sharkey" kicked goal. By the time for
the fourth quarter some were beginning to show weariness,
however, and the team was held on the ten yard line, said
line being too much steamed pudding and hard sauce. Black
coffee served just before the whistle blew, revived the men
to a certain extent, however, and they were enabled to leave
the field, it is hoped, without any serious injury.
Those who enjoyed the hospitality of Dr. and Mrs.
Greene were: Coach White, Manager Howard, Captain Frank
17

Crites, Glenn Lewis, Fred Newlin, Russell Harrison, Walter
Cammack, William White, Cleo Bufkin, Cyrus Davis, Everett
Reese, Courtenay Henderson, Pliny Greene, Earl Sharpless
and Merle Allen.
Prof. and Mrs. Roberts and Mr. and Mrs. Cook assisted
the host and hostess in receiving the guests.
CROSS-COUNTRY HIKE.
"The gymnasium drill this evening will take the form of
a cross-country walk, led by Miss Cammack."
Directly at four o'clock about a dozen of the energetic
and athletic girls of the College met at the girls' cottage in
answer to the above summons.
Oh, ye of many duties, who could not join us, let us tell
you what we did and what we didn't. First we partook of
the 'Fountain of Youth," which is by the College steps;
irrigated by this elixir, we followed Miss Cammack up
Eariham Drive. She evidently had premonitions, for she kept
us far from all bearing orange groves.
Suddenly we were all startled by our captains stern
command: "followers hold thy noses." We all did, and soon
came to a sign which read "Poison." Again we were
startled, when a warning in a deep bass voice rang out on the
air "Look out for the mud," and looking up we saw a man
balancing from an oil derrick. Aha! Miss Cammack's Prince
Charming. No wonder she wore that cute little red cap.
A little further on in our journey we came to a gate, and
no man to open it. Alas! narrow skirts were not made for
climbing fences, and one poor little maid got suspended up
there between heaven and earth. Oh, for a hero—but
pshaw, we had one—our captain did the life saving stunt.
After crossing the river Jordan, or in other words, an
oil depository, and balancing in mid-air on the narrow board
which spanned the great arroyo, we reached the top of a hill,
and watched old Sol take his departure. The sunset was indeed
beyond description, and as the last of the great red ball
vanished we started home, voting hill-climbs more beneficial
and much more entertaining than Indian clubs and dumb bells.
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THE DEBATE WITH REDLANDS.
ES, it rained, but we never saw a more beautiful rainbow
than that which followed us all the way down the
southern valley, and the lights and shadows cast by the
clouds which lifted and lowered over the hills seem to have
been a portent of the varied experiences of the day.
Arriving at Redlands about 2 p.m., we were hospitably
received by the University, and by way of recreation,
attended the basketball game between Redlands and Whittier.
The event of supreme interest, however, took place in
the First Baptist Church at 8 p.m. Good natured rivalry in
songs and yells occupied a half hour before the debaters
appeared.
Mr. Newell Spayth, of Redlands, presided, and Bruce
Douglas introduced the Whittier speakers. The subject for
discussion was: "Resolved, that all corporations doing interstate business should be forced to incorporate with the
Federal Government."
Whittier upholding the affirmative, Bailey Howard
presented the outline of the argument of that side. His
handling of the subject was logical and clear.
Mr. Samuel Knights was the first speaker for the
negative, and took up the challenge of Mr. Howard by
suggesting other methods of bettering present conditions.
Albert Stone, of the affirmative, answered the assertions
of his opponent, and continued the discussion as outlined by
the first speaker.
The second speaker for the negative, Mr. Owen Walker,
spoke only in rebuttal, relying largely upon his ability to
use ridicule, at which he proved to be an adept.
Following this, Mr. Knights gave a short rebuttal, then
Bailey Howard spent a few moments in answering, when the
tap of the pencil cut off further argument, and our fate was
in the hands of the judges. Oh, those awful moments!
Our worthy yell leader, Herbert Hoskins, came to the
relief with: "For we are quiet quakers," and a few other
yells and songs, so that the whole delegation of 25 Whittierites
felt a new determination to be good losers if we could not
win.
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We did not get the decision, but at no time during the
debate was there a moment when Whittier was not proud of
her team.
The spirit of the opposing sides was splendid, and the
hospitality of Redlands unexcelled.
The judges in the debate were: Prof. L. L. Beeman, of
San Bernardino, W. E. Henshaw, of Long Beach, and Prof.
Brace, of Claremont.
V. M. C. A.
T a recent meeting of the Y.M.C.A., the following
members were elected: Bruce Douglas, president;
Courtenay Henderson, vice-president; Cyrus Davis, secretary
and treasurer. The Association has been having interesting
couraged over the large attendmeetings, and feels much en
ance, and in the interest taken in the services.
Y. W. C. A.
We have begun the new year in y.W.C.A. work by
turning our faces first toward our great Creator, and lifting
our hearts to Him in prayer, that this may be a year of
growth, both of the Y.W.C.A. as a whole, and of each girl
individually.
In accord with this thought, the first meetings were led
on the topics of "The Growing Christian" and "Christ the
Source."
On Jan. 24th the Music Committee led a meeting full of
interest and inspiration, when they gave the authorship and
circumstances connected with the composition of some of
the most famous hymns and sacred songs.
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ALUMNI NOTES.
William J. Blont, '11 president of the class of 1911, is
fl R.taking
a three year course in the Los Angeles College
of Osteopathy.
Mr. Albert L. Marshburn, '11, honor man of the class of
1911, has become very much interested in College settlement
work at Haverford. While at Whittier, "Doc." was always
willing to help the other fellow, and now it seems the increasing opportunities along this line find him more than willing
to shoulder the heavier burden.
Miss Frances E. Williams, '11 is now holding a position as
assistant matron in the Indian School at Sacaton, Arizona.
Mr. Samuel C. Pickett, '11, is now a concrete contractor
at Long Beach. Mr. Pickett expects to take his B.S. at
California next year.
Miss Lola M. Taber, '11, is teaching in the Public School
at Whittier, California.
Mr. John Pearson, '11, was a recent visitor at the College,
remaining over for the Whittier U.S.C. Basketball game. Mr.
Pearson is now working on his ranch near Alhambra, California.
Miss Olive Wright, '11, has just completed a course of
study in the Y.W.C.A. Territorial Training School. Miss
Wright expects soon to occupy a position in the office of the
Y.W.C.A. building at Los Angeles.
Miss Claire M. Edwards, 'U is spending the year at her
home in Whittier, California.
Mrs. C. C. Williams, '11 is residing at Whittier, where
Dr. Williams is occupied in business.
Miss Mary E. Cammack, '11 is matron of the Girl's
Dormitory, at Whittier College.
Miss Agatha E. Jessup, '11 is taking a course in Domestic
Science in the Technical School, Santa Barbara, California.
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LADIES' GLEE CLUB CONCERT.
February 9th, the girls of the College gave their annual
concert in the college auditorium.
The program was divided into two parts; the first part
was entirely musical, while the second part took the form of
an original farce, entitled "Bunnie's Aunt."
A number of clever stunts and limericks on the professors
and students were given in a spicy original manner.
The auditorium was well filled, and all voted the entertainment one of the most enjoyable Glee Club concerts ever
given in the College.
ODE TO THE DRINKING FOUNTAIN.
Hail, glistening, snow white column,
Reliever of burning thirst;
I press thy cup, and a volume
Into my face doth burst.
I turn to thee with gratitude,
When in my throat is drouth;
I strike a grateful attitude,
And open wide my mouth.
The bubbling water upriseth,
All free from let or check;
The refreshing coolness it bringeth,
Is lavished upon my neck.
Oh sweeter, far sweeter, than one would think,
I would come to thee every hour;
But what I want, just a drink,
And not a cleansing shower.
JOSEPH NICHOLS, '15.
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EXCHANGES.
The Dean of Women at Hanover says a gentleman does
not ask for a date over the telephone.
The University of Wisconsin offers a course in "resting"
for young women co-eds of nervous temperament. The
classes will be taught how to conserve their energy by
university experts, who believe resting will cure many ills.
The University of Michigan is well represented in Congress, having twenty-seven members in this session.
The "Spectrum," the University of Redland's paper, is
very clever. The style and general tone of the magazine is
attractive from cover to cover.
From our exchange list we find that Cornell has the
largest enrollment among all the American Colleges. It is at
present over 8,000.
The exchange column in the "Sentinel" is very original.
Even the best of magazines are open to criticisms as well as
compliments.
A co-ed at Ohio has the record of having attended college
for four years without cutting a class. Remarkable creature!
We are glad to acknowledge the following exchanges:
"The Item," "Earihamite," "University Life," "Student
Life," "The Franklin," and "University Courier."
Johnson ("the coach"): "Hey, have you taken a shawbath?"
Watts: "No sir. Is one missing?"--Ex.
Miss A. (rushing for class): "I've just figured out how
Venus de Melo came to lose her arms?"
Miss B.: "How?"
Miss A.: "Broke them off trying to button her shirt
up the back."
Stranger: "I want to get copies of your paper for a week
back."
Editor: "Hadn't you better get a porous plaster."—Ex.
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ATHLETIC NOTES.
T a meeting of the Athletic Association it was decided
not to do any track work this year, but to put the time
required for track into basketball and baseball.
Track has always been a losing proposition at Whittier
in more ways than one, and the prospects for this year did
not seem better than in the past. Therefore, with our modest
means, and small number of men it was decided not to expend
our energies over too many branches of athletics, and to do
that which we do, well.

L

WHITTIER VS. HUNTINGTON BEACH.
The Whittier team almost met its Waterloo when the
game was played with the fast Huntington Beach team.
From the beginning of the game until the end the playing
was fast and furious, keeping the spectators in suspense
during the entire game. A short time before the game ended
Huntington Beach was in the lead, but Whittier gradually
overtook them with very hard and fast playing, and the
game ended in a tie. After a short consultation between the
two teams, it was decided to play the tie off. Whittier now
struck her proper gait, and three points were made in a short
time, giving Whittier the game by the score of 38 to 35.
The line up:
—Huntington Beach
Whittier—
L. Livernash
forward
Lester
Newlin
Crites, Taber
Haptonstall
Center
Oliver
B. Livernash
Guard
Allen
,,
Lynn
Sharpless
Wilson, referee.
9P

WHITTIER VS. C.U.H.S.
After the close game with Huntington Beach, Whittier
woke up a little, and won a decisive victory over Citrus Union
H.S. In the previous game Whittier was a little over
confident, which almost ended fatally, but in this game each
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man went in to do or die. The results of hard practice and
careful coaching were also evident in this game. Citrus
Union has one of the best high school teams in the south, and
it put up a very good game. Crites, Oliver and Sharpless
played their usual star game during this contest. The game
ended with a score of 41 to 14 in our favor.
The line up:
Whittier—
Thayter
forward
Lester
,,
Holman
Taber, Cox
White
Center
Oliver, Stone
Daniels
Guard
Sharpless
,,
Morris
Crites, Davis
Wilson, Referee.
PRACTICE GAMES.
Two good practice games were played in order to get in
trim for the college games. One of these games was with
the Pasadena A.C., and the other with Whittier High. Not
all of the first team men were in the game with Pasadena
A.C. Nevertheless, a score was run up in our favor of 40 to
30. Whittier High put up a very good game, but they were
finally beaten by a score of 40 to 24.
WHITTIER VS. OCCIDENTAL.
The first conference game of the season was played with
Occidental on Jan. 11th. In fact, Occidental and Whittier
will have to fight it out with one another this year for basketball honors, because U.S.C. is out of the conference, and
Pomona does not have a team in the field this year.
A few minutes after the game had started it was evident
that Occidental was no match for our speedy team. It was
not long before Whittier was well in the lead, and this
advantage was kept until the end of the game, although
Occidental was fighting hard all the time to keep down the
score. The final result was 57 to 29 in favor of Whittier.
Stewart, at center for Occidental, played a fine game,
while every man on the Whittier team was in the game at all
times.
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The bleachers were well filled, even to overflowing,
which fact made the game livelier than it would have been
otherwise.
The line up:
—Oxy
Whittier—
Kirkpatrik
forward
Lester
Hunter
Taber
Stewart
center
Oliver
Johnson
guard
Crites
Stearns
Sharpless
,,
Wilson, Umpire.
Torrey, referee.
THE WHITTIER—U.S.C. GAME.
One of the fastest and hardest fought games ever seen
on a Whittier court was played Jan. 16th. U.S.C. was known
to have a very fast team, and it was expected before the
game that it would be a very closely contested battle, and the
expectations were fully realized.
The game started promptly at 7.30, and from the time
the first whistle blew until the finish the excitement was
intense. After the first few minutes of play Whittier had a
small lead, however, U.S.C. gradually crawled up until the
score was tied, causing pandemonium to break loose in the
bleachers. Again and again Whittier would draw ahead a
little only to be overtaken by their desperate opponents. At
the end of the first half the score stood 15 to 13 in our favor,
but in the second half U.S.C. tied the score, and was in the
lead at one time. However, in the last few minutes of play,
Whittier made several baskets, putting us in the lead again,
and the game ended with a score of 31 to 26 in our favor.
To show how closely the game was contested, U.S.C.
made thirteen points in each half, while Whittier made fifteen
in the first half, and sixteen in the second.
The U.S.C. men were larger and heavier than the
members of our team, but the speed and skill of Whittier
more than made up for this handicap. Each of the Whittier
men played an excellent game, however. The work of
Donahue at guard was very commendable, because of the
fact that this was his first appearance with Whittier. Lester
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was put in at the beginning of the second half, and he also
showed real class.
The line up:
Whittier—
—u.s.c.
forward
Crites
Record
-•
Taber, Lester
"
B. Hall
Oliver
center
Taylor
Donahue
guard
Castor, Livernash
Sharpless
W. Hall
'
Torrey, referee.
WHITTIER VS. REDLANDS.
The game between Whittier and Redlands University
on January 26 was very close and exciting, but on the whole,
a rather poor exhibition of basketball. The Whittier fellows
were not up to their usual high standard, which was doubtless
due to the fact that they had played a strenous game with
Occidental the evening before. The dirt court also was a
handicap, and caused much fumbling of the ball. Redlands
took the lead in the first half, and kept it until a few moments
before the whistle, when Whittier came with a rush,
and ran the score up until it stood 17-16 in their favor.
The second half was fast and furious, but with much
fumbling. The score ranged about even, first one and then
the other in the lead. Five minutes before the final whistle
blew, Redlands stood two or three points to the good, but
again Whittier, by dent of hard work, forced the final score
Up until it stood 37-30, with Whittier on the big end.
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THE PARABLE OF THE PRESBYTERIANS.
1. And a certain team from a small University, even
Occidental, in that suburb of Whittier which is called Los
Angeles.
2. Gathered together their strong men of valor, five in
number, and came down on Whittier.
3. And great was the coming thereof.
4. And when they were come, they laughed exceedingly,
and made merry.
5. And said, 'Lo, call you this a dressing-room? Is it
not a cellar?"
6. And they wist not that in that cellar were stored
many lemons, even lemons for Occidental University.
7. And when they beheld the gym, they said one to
another, "Behold, a barn."
8. And it was even so, and in that barn was their
William given a resting place.
9. Then, when they beheld the team, they said ''Lo,
where is the center, and where are the forwards, for we see
naught but geometrical lines, which have length, but no
breadth nor thickness?"
10.And Whittier answered and said, "Behold, though
they cannot cast a shadow without standing twice, yet can
they cast a ball thru' a basket exceeding well."
11.And it was even so.
12.And in the first half, the Occidental team threw one
field goal and three fouls.
13.And thirty-one points did Whittier gain. Selah.
14.And in the space of rest, it was not declared unto
us that which Occidental's coach did say.
15.And in the second half, twenty-four points did
Occidental gain, and Whittier twenty-six.
16.Lift up your voices, oh Whittier, lift them up, thou
brazen-lunged rooters.
17.And the next morning, the editors of the Los Angeles
papers communed among themselves.
18.And said: "Lo, let us greet Whittier with warmth."
19.And it was even so, and the warmth was exceeding
great, even a roast.
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20.And Occidental said: "Lo, where we practice is
their much light, and here were only two arc-lights."
21.And Whittier said: "Why mention you not yet other
two?" And Occidental replied: "Because you kept them
dark."
22.And Occidental saith: "Come up to us, and we will
play once again, and we will remove your scalps, and hang
them on our walls as a remembrance and a token forever.
23.And the breeze bloweth, and no man heedeth it, for
what is cheaper than wind?
JOSEPH NICHOLS '15

PERSONALS.
Mrs. Douglas (in German): "What is the plural of goose?"
W. Oliver: "Gander."
A young preacher said to a woman who was very much
wrought up over her religion, "Have you cast your bread
upon the waters?"
"No, not since the first batch."—Ex.
Hicks (in Physiology): "A person should walk with ease
and grace—"
Babe: "Grace who?"
Mr. Seamans: "Will some young fellow get me a pointer?"
Exit President Newlin.
Lucile Hodgins: "I am going to keep on in school till I
get my A. M."
Irene: "You won't have to study as long as the rest of
us to get your A. M. tho."
Chas. T. to Henrietta and Whit.: "How did you get out
of the cellar when the door was locked?"
Henrietta: "Oh we got out thro a crack, but we had to
squeeze like everything."
Prof. Lewis (in Bible) : "Lois you may have John."
Prof. Muchmore: "I'd like to send some Calif. spirit east,
but not Calif. Spirits."
Babe (in German): "Ice habe nicht mein auf gabe
germite
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Vivian (they were occupying the dive in the corner):
"Oh Pun, what would we say if some one should come in?"
Pliny: "0, we'd just tell them it's a meeting of the
devotional committee."
A visitor: "What makes Tabor so tall, and his hair so
white?"
Smart Freshie: "Why, his head is lighter than air."
Howard Cox is proving the area of a triangle.
Prof. Wilson: "What you lack is one leg."
Prof. Muchmore (standing over the radiator giving a test
in physiology): "Now I've had all the hot air I want."
Elizabeth (at dinner): "Well, I'm beginning to think
somebody ought to be getting serious."
Harrigan awake up.
Heard from Girls' Cottage:
"Of all sad words of tongue or pen,
The saddest of all be in at ten."
Miss Wilson (speaking of spooning): "I think that is
awfully disgusting in public."
During Xmas vacation:
Tabe corners the market on "Wood" after long and
intricate negotiations.
"Rusty" "declaires" "never again."
Miss Cammack turns cowboy.
"Hicks" works.
"Sheedy seeks the briny deep."
"Mark F" misses English orations.
"Bennie" takes much needed rest from over much
painting.
Gifford drops from sight.
Mary Louise ditto.
The fountain is invigorated.
Joe "Nick" pines away for chemistry.
Ostrom drinks an extra cup of coffee.
Coach irrigates.
LATE BOOKS REVIEWED.
Specialization in Eating:—A book which shows great
research is the work of Courteney Henderson. It is called
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"The Audible Method of Soup-eating," or "Vocalizing Liquid
Food." The author describes a method by which a continuous stream of soup can be maintained between the mouth
and dish. At the same time noises can be kept up for the
amusement of on-lookers. This is indeed a valuable and
interesting work.
DAIRY PRODUCTS.
This is written on the care of milk, a subject interesting
to all Freshmen. It has to do with keeping milk and cream
free from contamination. The author, Milton White,
advocates the use of absolutely pure water in mixing the
milk. For the forcing collection of over-due milk-bills, the
method of shutting off the water from the consumer is
advocated. This is practised by many water companies,
and may be applied to the milk business.
A PHYSIOLOGICAL TREATISE.
One of the most striking works on the relation of the
brain to existence is that by Earl Sharpless. In "Living
Without Brains," the author describes his novel experiences
and manners of existence without these organs, which
heretofore, have been considered necessary. According to
Sharpless, he has lived for some years without a vestige of
brain or intelligence, and those who know the author say
they implicitly believe his statement.
OUR CIRCUS.
Elizabeth Milhouse
A Living Skeleton
Bill Woods
Young Giant
Philip Lester
Fat Man
Oscar Marshburn
Young Monkey
Russell Harrison
Indolent Man
Cleo Bufkin and Fred Newlin
Famous Contortionists
Pearl Moore and Myrtle Allen
Two Magpies
Snake Charmer, Statuesque,
Elma Johnson
and Wonderful of Eye
Everitt Reese
Famous Heelwalker
Cora
Marshburn
Famous for Snake-like Tongue
.....
....
......
....................................
..
..... Will Howard
TallMan --- ................... .... ..... ...
Chas.
Tabor,
Cyrus
Davis
Caucasian Beauties
Olin
Frush
Wild Man of Borneo
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Courtenay Henderson
Fire Eater
Bailey Howard
Trick Bicycle Rider
Don Douglas
Trapeze Performer
Vivian
Rice
and
Mildred
Albertson
Jugglers
Lola Cooper
Elephant Trainer
Earl Sharpless
Juggler in Latin Verbs
Merritt
Clemens
Bronco Buster
Prof.
Ostrom
and
Alda
Nordyke
Spielers
Milton
White
Pink lemonade vender
Prof.
Tomlinson
Peanut Butcher
Smallest full grown People in the
Mary Myers & Albert Stone
World
Holder of World's Record for Mile Run in tall grassProf. Lewis
Profs. Wilson and Muchmore
Trick Clowns
Maryelma Cammack
Gate Keeper
Prof. Howard
Lion Tamer
Professor
Douglas
Announcer
Pres.
Newiin
Animal Tender
Professor
White
Ring Master
Benjamin
Farquhrer
Roust-about
Miss Wilson (seeing some cows grazing in a cactus patch):
"What do those cows find to eat in that cactus patch?"
Stone: Why they eat the cactus apples, and give apple
butter."
They went in auto for long drive,
The night was dark, got in at five,
Returned at seven to play the game,
Received much censure and much blame.
They went to Los, her hands were cold,
He got them warm; of this I'm told;
"I'm cold!" "You're not now?" This he said,
She giggled, looked, and shook her head.
"He's sure a sport," some girls she told;
"Some boys aren't game, but he's not sold."
They walked in hills, for picture posed,
There was no film, as they supposed;
He waits in dark, turns off the light;
She comes from farce, they make their flight.
The diamond to a friend belongs;
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One of her own, for this she longs;
He goes to meals, and hangs his head,
Throws a wet blanket on all that said;
His mood is glum, he feels like a sneak;
His face is pinched, his eyes are weak;
Alas! Alas! for a wiser head,
Who by each charmer can not be lead;
Whose aim in life, to do what he can.
To not be a sport, but a well rounded man.

A DITTY.
The unmarried faculty, with chaperones three,
Went up to the hills, the grand moonlight to see,
Their supper they took, and you may believe,
That juicy, broiled beef-steak, they all did receive.
They ate and they chatted, perhaps of the weather,
Well, what does that matter?—why nothing whatever;
Suffice it to say, when nature rebelled,
And any more olives or cake they repelled,
They built up their bonfire and sang songs of old,
That out-rivalled Melba, in tones rich and bold.
Then when wood became scarce, and the moon mounted high,
They decided to climb, high-up towards the sky.
They climbed up to where peaceful "look-out" was gazing,
O'er valleys and ocean, with a mien most amazing,
They were filled with grand thoughts and much inspiration,
And wished that there might be no more vacation,
As they felt eager to guide and direct the young mind,
And resolved in the future, they'd be very kind,
And not scold or ever get sour and sad,
When lessons were poor, and students were bad;
Then they climbed down the hill and homeward they went,
With a feeling of gladness, over time so well spent.
Now the moral of this little scatter-trained ditty,
Is to impress on your minds, what a shame and a pity,
That all of us children, can't climb high and see
Above frets and worries, and get strength to be,
A help and a kindness to those whom we meet,
And always be cheerful, joyous and sweet.
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The explanation to the foregoing will be found in the
following sonnet:—
HIS SOLILOQUY.
Herbert E., athletic coach am I,
Have pangs to see my dear one loved so
I'll give for her a famous beef steak fry,
And to the lofty peppers we will go.
My reason I'll not let the others know,
I'll form a party that is full of glee;
Her mother I must surely ask to go,
One poor lone student, and some faculty.
Miss Howard I will take along with me,
I'll get the beef steak, they can get the rest,
And soon we'll be beneath the pepper tree,
Where prying students are not there to jest;
My little secret, all untold to men,
Will not be known if I am in by ten.
Some one says that I look ten years younger than I did
ten years ago.
Problem, how young do I look now? If ten years ago I
looked the age I was, I must now look twenty years younger
than I am, or thirteen. If ten years ago I looked ten years
younger than I was, I must now look thirty years younger
than I am, or three. If ten years ago I looked ten years
older than I was, I must now look ten years younger than I
am, or twenty-three. If to-day I look my present age, ten
years ago I looked to be ten years older than I am now, or
forty-three.
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Candies

Ice Cream

Collegian Chocolates
(Assorted Flavors)

Fancy Drinks
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Season Novelties
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YOU WILL MEET YOUR FRIENDS HERE

THE BALDWIN PIANO
The top of the ladder
of Piano Fame

Caldwell-Thornburgh Piano

Co.

F. C. NIEMEYER
Maker of High Grade Photographs
2 doors south of First National Bank 104 S. Greenleaf Ave.

Outdoor Work at Reasonable Prices
Kodak Finishing
-ü

q-

W-

O\V is the time to see Whittier
\Villiams about that job of
budding. 642 North Pickering Ave.
Whittier, Calif.
Phone 6641.

I *iaTt3IiX3!i11 J
CORNER JEWELRY STORE
If your watch is not running right come in
and see us. If you have no watch we shall
be glad to show you a fine selection. See us
or Waterman Fountain Pens.
Graduate Optician
in attendance

M. J. Kaliber

Making Money
To know where you make make it,
when you make it and why you
make it--requires business system.
By having an account at this bank
you will be enabled to know all the
whys and wherefores of every expense item.

Whittier National Bank

Gentlemen and ladies of
Whittier College, can supply
their wearing apparel necessities, both satisfactorily
and economically at M Y E R S
BROTHERS, 110-112 South
Phone 289
Greenleaf Avenue.

Build a Home
in 1912
AND REJOICE every anniversary thereafter, like a lot of your friends do who gave
up the chase for elusive riches long ago and
started to build their fortunes in the good old
substantial way of our Pilgrim fathers. Remember, "a rolling stone gathers no moss."
and nothing will stop a family from rolling
quicker than a comfortable home. It gives
husband, wife and children something to work
for and once you get such a unison of action
from the whole family, success is bound to
crown your efforts. We've been preparing
for a lot of home building here this year and
have a stock of lumber that outclasses in quality even that which your grandfather used
when he built his home sixty years ago, and
you know that's "going some." Come in
and see it.
"If it's from BAR R'S, it's of the Best."

Phone 47

121 N. Milton Ave.

Barr Lumber Co.
\Ihittier, Calif.

BERRY'S MARKET
l7e Market of Quality. Geo. Berry,
Prop. Quality Counts. Fresh Fish
Lobsters and Oysters every Friday.

MCGEE BROS.
Electric Wiring and Appliances. Everything
Electrical. Motors Installed.
Phone 173.

314 W. Philadelphia St.

HARNESS
Vehicles, Implements, Pumps, Windmills, Engines

Whittier Implement Company.

We Will Treat you Right
107-9 N. Greenleaf Avenue.

Phone 30

Farmers' Hardware Company

Bryan-Zimmer Company
FURNITURE, CARPETS, Eta. Eta.
Sewing Machines.

Ed80 Phonographs.

THE LATEST IN FOLDERS
at Ramsey's Studio

109 1-2 S. GREENLEAF AVE.

F U R N I T U R E
Rugs, Mattings and Couch Covers

E. H. WHITE
PICTURE FRAMES a

Specialty

WHITTIER COLLEGE
Thomas Newlin, President
•

Whittier, California

41. First Semester opened September 11, 1911. Second Semester February 5, 1912. Better equipment than ever before
--valuable apparatus added to laboratories—library constantly
growing. Courses offered: Classical, Social Science, Natural
Science and Biblical with fifteen departments of study; Music,
Vocal Expression and Art. Our work is fully accredited at the
State University and Stanford. The Biblical Course has been
enlarged and fully equipped.
41. Aim—To give a thorough college training under influences
that develop noble character.
41, Faculty—Chosen for academic fitness and Christian character.
41. Equipment - Buildings: Hall of Letters, Gymnasium,
Dormitories, Girls' Cottage. Laboratories: Chemical, Physical,
Biological. Library, Athletic Field.
41, Location— Beautiful Campus, healthful surroundings; removed from the temptations of a great city, yet near enough
for its educational advantages.
41. The College is now enjoying its most prosperous year with
increased enrollment, additional buildings, strengthened
faculty.
41. Correspondence solicited. Visitors welcome.

THE IDYLLWILD
Fzro-g Quality' 'jJ
161.

Christopher's Ice Cream and Sherbets
Pig'n Whistle Chocolates a Specialty

Special attention given to Lodge &? Party Catering

BEACH & COMPANY
Phone 298

103 South Greenleaf Avenue

WHITTIER PHARMACY
THE "REXALL STORE"
Be genuine and trade with people who are all wool
Satisfaction or your money back
That's us.
Whittier, California
103 South Greenleaf Avenue,

BASEBALL SUPPLIES
& TENNIS GOODS
We have the best stock of baseball bats to select
from in this part of the country. Our tennis
bails are every one "1912 stock. Headquarters
for all high grade sporting goods. Spaulding Agency

Whittier Hardware Company
"Quality Remains Long After Price is Forgotten"

114 South Greenleaf Avenue, Whittier, Calif.

The

TOGGERY

Head to toe outfitter. Men's. Boys' and Children's Clothing, Hats. Shoes and Furnishings.
LET ME TAKE CARE OF YOUR WANTS
Agent for Burt & Packard Korrect Shape and
Blue Blood Shoes, every pair warranted.

M. ROSENBAUM

Humphrey - Daggett
Hardware Company

BUILDERS' HARDWARE
Plumbing, Sheet Metal Work, Paints, Oil, Glass

IIfleflIbor e
iiiqrivinc onI2li1
Desiqner&]nqr avers
57uI1osAnge1es St

IosAe1eOii

LEVI D. JOHNSON, Eye, Ear, Nose and Throat
Specialist. All refractions accurately corrected. 218 E.
Philadelphia St.

H. P. WILSON M.D.,
Physician and Surgeon.

JONES' BOOK STORE.
226 W. First Street, Los. Angeles. Libraries Purchased.

ROBBINS & PELTON.
Corner Drug Store.

Dr. E. A. DANIELS,
Dentist, Phone 52 H0cktt Building.

Dr. CHAS. C. WILLIAMS,
Dentist.

Dr. CEO. FLANDERS,
Dentist.

MOORE'S BOOK STORE,
Books, Stationery, Kodaks and

Supplies.

GUY E. BAILEY,
First National Bank Building.

.1

The Whittier Savings Bank

Cs conducted by practical business
men on sound business principles.
will find it a distinct advantage to secure the facilities and services offered by this progressive
banking institution.

LYou

The First National Bank

Will care for your money and give
you four per cent. interest.

NOW is the time to open an account.

Whiettleer Garage
Company Incorporated
222-24-26 West Philadelphia Street

We carry a complete line of
automobile supplies and accessories
REVERE TIRES
for Quality
Winter Lap Robes & Gloves
Non-Skid 'Weed Chains

Territorial distributors of Chalmers, Hudson, Studebaker E. M.
F. 30 & Flanders 20 Automobiles

